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There's no such animal, 

^fel_ he cried! 




MV Pribnd and I were 
picking the ponies one 
day when I started telling 
him about a sure thing 
I heard about. 
"You say it pays four bucks 
for every three?" he asked. 
"Yep," I replied. 
"And can't lose? It automatically winl? 

Must be illegal! " 
"Not a bit," I replied. "In fact, the govern- 
ment very much approves . . ." 
"Our government approves of a horae who 

"Who said anything about a horse?" I asked. 

"So what else could it be but a horse . . .?" 

"Jt not only could be— but is— U.S. Savings 
Bonds," was my prompt reply, "The surest 
thing running on any track today. 

"For every three dollars you invest in U. 5. 
Savings Bonds you get four dollars back 
after only ten years. And if you're a mem- 
ber of the Payroll Savings Plan— which 
means you buy bonds automatically from 
your paycheck — that can amount to an 
awful lot of money when you're not looking. 
Hey, what are you doing?" 

"Tearing upmy racing farm! Thehorse I'm bet- 
ting on from now on is U. S. Savings Bonds." 



Automatic saving is sure saving -US. Savings Bonds 

|2CT Contributed by this magazine m co-operation with the Magazine 
yVy Publishers ol America as a public servict. 
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« DREAD 
ISU 



tut MCHT *MJ $AfCL r MftOtOKO 



think when i marhled 
nought you weke the 

MOST BEAUTIFUL ID bt'-iiBLE 
6.HL 1*0 EVER KMGffft Vi.JHE '. 
STILL BEAUTIFUL, POLLY, BUT I 
NEVER AGAIN CONSIDER 




THE FOB Oft IS IT FOOf 

IT LOOKS MORE LIKE HORRIBLE 
VAPOROUS CREATURES — ANO — 
mill / THOSE three FICURES- 
IT— IT CAN'T BE/ 




V WHAT KIND 
^^L BUT I 


OF HORROR IS THIS ? I SEE H 
CAN'T BELIEVE lT/>HAT ] 
CAN'T BE POLLY AND SPENCE/ 

3k THfY-nt <xmm our of 

g\ THN AIR — ANO THAT ^ 

K^ OTHER ONE — IT - -^M 


^i^j 


|^P^g 


- r^ 






1/*,.JM ^^ 


I^tjJH 


^^H Hal 




HEH/HEH/ I HAVE NOW ABSORBED 




THERE IS NO T| 


I'VE GOT TO GET 




ALL THAT rS WITHIN YOUR BRAIN , 


ESCAPE FOR THOSE \ 


SPENCER AND 






LL OF fOU" JJ 


WHO INVADE "DREAD 


POLLY TO RETURN 






NE/ (7 ~^1 


isleJ'ken . 


TO THE BOAT 






N-/ IT'S THE \ 


GARRICK/ ALL V^ 






EVER I W6H/ _ 


-~-*'mOST FE1MDISH.) WHO HAVE COME\l 


MUST LEAVE THIS 






HORRIBLE THING^/'HERE THRO UGH \\ 


ACCURSED spot_ 






I've ever y 


THE AGES HAVE J 








HEARD OF,' M 


MET DOOM/ j*^ 






w~\ ^f 








ty 






Mil \^r * 

I' 1 & i 


\JBK 


l^s 


Wmk^U 












228 




4fel 




|L'^^^^ 1 



J ONE OF THE FOG 
CRERTURES--USING MY 
FORM/ TALKING TO 
POLLY AND 5PENI 




ITS JUST A TRICK OF THE 
FOG CREATURES/RUSH THROUGH 
THEM/ NOTHING MOST STOP U 
FROM BETTING TO THE BOAT 
AND GETTING AWAY 
FROM HERE/ 





SPURRED BY her terror, THE 

*£Al POLLT RAH 9L INOLY TOWARD 

rue hocks where rue yacht had 

KEN ANCHORED/ 




ken reached out 70 pull 
pollt back, but she had 
already plunged off thc 
rocks, and ken. losing his 
balance, was swept over 
behind hem/ 




The abandoned yacht was found 
drifting on a desolate sea. aw 

the distance, d/tead isle, 
shrouded in sinister and mys- 
terious fog, hides its secrets 
and its evil terror as it waits 
for other adventurers who are 
rash enough to ignore the 
warnings of those who know 
there are str ange things in 

THE UNKNOWN /_[ _ „r 



^ A 




TRUXmEMtke 



AT ONE TIME, A FAVORITE PASTIME IN EUROPE WAS 

FALCONRY FALCONRY WAS THE ART OF TRAINING SHARP- 
CLAWED HAWKS, KNOWN AS FALCONS, TO ATTACK AND KILL 
SPORTING PREY. LONG AGO, TWO BROTHERS OF NOBLE 
BIRTH WERE KNOWN AS EXPERTS AT TRAINING THESE 
BIBBS BUT ONE BROTHER WAS ALWAYS JEALOUS OF 
HIS OLDER BROTHER'S WEALTH, AND PLANNED A 
DIABOLICAL PLOT TO DO AWAY WITH HIM . 



THE NEXT STEP IN THE WICKED BROTHER'S PLOT 
BEGAN TO UNFOLD #HEN HE PRESENTED THE 
CAP TO HIS BROTHER . 




Once in the field, the plan was completed. 
a whirring of wings was heard in the sky 
as the falcon swooped down on its 



WITH HIS BROTHER'S DEATH, THE EVIL MAN 

INHERITED HIS WEALTH. TEARS PASSED, AND THE 
MURDERER FORGOT HIS INFAMOUS DEED. ONE 
HE DRESSED TO GO HUNTING 




THEY FOUND THE BODY OF THE 
BIRO'S VICTIM, HIS HEAD 
CRUSHED BY THE MIGHTY BEAK. 
STRANGE AS IT MAY SEEM, THE 
PLOT THAT HAD TAKEN AN 
INNOCENT LIFE HAD REVERSED 
ITSELF AND PUT TO DEATH THE 
MAN WHO PLANNED THE CRIME. 
THE FALCON, AFTER DOING AS 
IT HAD BEEN TRAINED, FLEW 
TO FREEDOM, NEVER TO BE 
SEEN AGAIN. BUT TO THIS DAY, 
NO RESIDENT IN THE AREA 
WEARS THE INFAMOUS CAP 
FOR FEAR OF AN ATTACK FROM 
THE SKY. . .ANOTHER STRANGE 
TALE IN THE ANNALS OF THE 
SUPERNATURAL / 



j Walked *£Smm^ 



NE MQRE 
KISS BEFORE 
TAKE fOU 
HCMEf 



\ThE CEMETERY in THE LITTlE TOWN OF EL DEN WAS A FAVORITE \ 

\ RENOEYQUS FOR SWEETHEARTS. IT WAS OUIET AND SECLUDED -- ' 

B AND THE DEAD DO HOT GOSSIP / AMD YET, MANY STRANGE THINBS | 

K HAPPENED IN THE CEMETERY SEVERAL OF THE CARETAKERS HAD • 

jj BE EM STRANGELY KILLED - -THEIR FACES A MASK OF HORROR WHEN \ 

I THEY HAD BEEN FOUND IH THE MORNING THE BODIES OF A 

I YOUNG LOVERS HAD BEEN DISCOVERED IN GROTESQUE LfELESS- 

1 MESS WHEN DAWN CREPT OYER THE TOMBSTONES BUT— WITH 

I RASH HEEDLESSNESS — THOSE W LOVE STKL SOUSNT THE 

I SHADOWY SHELTER OF THIS GHOSTLY RETREAT FOR THEiR STOLEN 






JtW THEN THE CEMETERY WAS QUIET ASAIH...mT!L\ 
THE CLOCK IN THE STEEPLE TOLLED UIDNISHT . 




JtS THE CLOCK Smxg MOH/8HT,_ 

the oocrorr, who had just he - 

TUttHED FR OM A CALL .RECEIVED A 

'•""»' \ L oo«,oo c ,, Ju .r 

STOPPED BY ON MY WAY HOME TO 
FIND OUT IF YOU REALLY BELiEVED 

THAT VAMPlRE STUFF COLLIS 
1 PULLEQ ON ME TOD, 



I ' 



DO, CHIEF 



: coll 



I'VE HAD a LOOK »t every one 

WHO HAS BEEN KILLED IN THE 
CEMETERY FOR THE LAST TWENTY 
YEARS. . . AND EACH OF THEM HAS 
SEEN COMPLETELY OR. A I 



TOWNSEND / THESE DE ATMS IN 
THE CEMETERY BEGAN A FEW 
WEEKS AFTER OSC AR 1TJNN3EHD*S 
FUNERAL/ 




.JrWtf THE DOCTOR AND THE CHIEF or FOUCE TALKED', 
THESTIUNESS OFTt£ CEMETERY WAS DISTURBED Br 
MORE THAN THE CHIMES OF MIDNIGHT. A SLIM FIGURE 
WALKED THE PATHS BETWEEN THE SHAVES, AND THEN 
HURRIED TOWARD THE GATE / 





S QUITE EASY TO GET INTO 
j THE CEMETERY--BUT ITSEEMS 

THAT IT IS MUCH HARDER TO GET 
| OUT/ I WAS STANDING HERE 
WONDERING WHERE THE BOOT OF 



BUT HOW OIDYOU SET IN?| 
ROT THAT LT MATTERS / t 

I'M VERY GLAD) 

TO SEE— J I'M GLAD 





NO, HE DIED BEFORE 1 WAS 
BORN/ BUT I'VE HEARD A LOT 
ABOUT HIM/ EVERYBODY USED TO 
SAY THERE WAS A CURSE ON THE 
TOWNSEND FAMILY, AND THAT ONE 
IN EVERY GENERATION WAS 



I DON'T KNOW/ I USED TO HEAR 
PEOPLE SAY IT WAS A GOOD THING 
HE DIED WHEN THE TOWNSEND HOUSE 
BURNED DOWN, AND THAT HE WAS THE 
AST OF HIS FAMILY / p *—* 



I'LL BET THAT S I H THEY SAY 1 
THEY USED TO KEEP OSCAR 
LOCKED IN HIS ROOM TO KEEP 
ANYONE / 
AND I GUESS HE - 
LOOKED LIKE A f DO "OU REALLY | 
BEAST/ ^ THINK 




three months 
* vampire can 

IT tl SUSTAINED 


?HEP 
IM/ 
REU* 
Br a 


-EYf THEY BURIED ME 1 
THEY DID NOT KNOW THAT 
N ON EARTH AS LONG AS . 


1UT T0NI8HT--1 
YOU came TOO j 






* 'if '*■>, 


/%!£x^mt 






J^JI 


MI/Uqfiw 






v a '^ii 






f -A^ 


M± 






•mSf ' 



1 IT IS JUST AS WELL". "Vfi 


R/ TONWHT I TOO 


«AS 




HA ..HA.. THERE MIGHT Yj 


V GENEROUS WHIN I THOUGHT 




NOT BE ENOUOH BLOOD f 


YOU WERE ONE OF 






FOR TWO VA MURES IN \ 


LIVING' tUT NOW-- 






ELDER CEMETERY/ TONIGHT 


SHALL DRAIN THE 


CANE- 




-■WHEN I THOUGHT YOU 


V TAKER'S BLOOD F 


1 DM YOU 




WERE HUMAN I SPARED \ 




'~\i 




YOU BECAUSE I HAD j/ 






ALREADY DRUNK THE ft 








BLOOD OF THE -S**', 








■ CARETAKER/ \ ' * ' 


"Mwf^'' 




. . 




I -J 


HV"'«fvf 3*L&. 






r'i^l iJ w-- 










em. aa/htstoh was oesKKtre this mt$ m 

LAST GOOD L£AO. NOW THEME WIS MOTNINe. ME 

hadn't ea ten ran days he had no nonet, no 

HOtES.NO DREANS. ..IIFZ *AS AT ITS LOWEST 





! JtECQVE*/HS HIS COUHASf, fAHKSTOH PICKED UP 

r *r i.r*€ a at in mo mesa* Piucrrns rMcmurto 
stpwos a oiscoPQAttr, yet numuhgiy sweet, 
ee*ie uelooy wafteo up ppom the hollo* 

t'ub*e of rut tmt. at nw ftemur mr 

thought cmc to hiu 

wait/ why should i si 
i ? i can make more 
money as a performer/ 
then i'll have fam 

a ROWER < HA ,HA/ 




SO HE LEFT Tt4[ CITY, AND A FEW CAYS 
LAT£» tPOLlEO POP: AH AUQITtON WITH THE 

CONCEPT UAMA4E* Of AHQTHE* HOUSE '# 
D<m*ENT CIT] 

THAT'S THE MOST AMAZHi 

EXHIBITION Of VIRTUOSIT 
TALENT I'VE EVER 
RO/YOUWE t- 



NOft 



AAO THVS,?A*KSTOH BECAUE A SENSATION 
OVEtMGHT WITH HIS MARVELOUS LY#C . DISGUISED. 
OF COUftSE.ro PfiEVERT OETECTtON. WHEREVER 
HE PLA/EO HE EVOKED TEARS, IAOSHTER , AMY 
EHCTiO* HE CHOSE FROM HIS EH THRALLED 
AM/EHCES 



c\>p c\.ap ot 




ANSWER IC ... WHOEVER . .. 
WHATEVER YOU ARE / I KNOW I'M 

HAVING A NIGHTMARE - -BUT WHY 
DO YOU TORTURE ME SO? IF YOI 
WON'T ANSWE 
THEN 



EYERT NIGHT BROUGHT ANOTHER 
HORRIBLE CHAIN OF EVENTS / 
PARKSTON PLAYED LIKE A UAH 
POSSESSED/ 




Sick successful , famous ,emil returned to 
the city where. it all began. he had to stop the 
horrible chain of events, he had to learn 
more about the ltre. and so, once a6a1n , 
he entered the museum -j 




' THIS WSTRUMENT OF THE ANCIENTS IS SAID 

) HAVE DESCENDED FROM THE EVC SATYRS OF 

MYTHOLOGY, AND WAS USED BY GHENSHJS KHAN , 

CESAR BORGIA, RICHELIEU, NERO,AN0 OTHER 

AMOUS SCOUNDRELS OF THE A6ES/" GOOD 





PLACE AND TO HIS WAITING CAM, 
PARKSTON NEVE* KNEW HOW H£ 
TOOK A CHAWED PLANE TO 
HIS OWN CITY, HE NEVER 
SUESSED BUT THAT NIGHT, HE 
REALIZED IT WAS HI S gftyf 
PERFORMANCE / 



no/ please; i— i'llgiveJ 
you the instrument i if you j 
don't want it, i—i'l 



YOU HAVE 
TRESPASSED THE 
REALM OF TMC 
UNKNOWN/ YOU 
HAVE MOLESTED THE 
ME-FOHCES OF THE 
ORLOS/ YOU WILL 
""" THE PENALTY OF 
IB'DDEN WISOOM, 




Ana that is why in 
A MODERN CITY, NO 
ONE DARES ENTER 
THIS CRUMBLING 
OPERA HOUSE- -FOR 
THE LAST AUDIENCE 
HAS EITHER GONE 
INSANE OR DIED 
FROM THE SHOCK / 
AT NIGHTfTHERE 
ARE STRANGE 
NOISES -AND ONLY 
YOU AND I KNOW 
THAT EMIL PARKSTON 
HAS BEEN DAMNED ■ 
FOREVER IN THE 
BEYOND— FOR 
UNKNOWINGLY, YOU 
SEE, HE POSSESSED 
THE L YR£ OF THE- " 

DEVIL / 



TRUE IMK .f Ik, 



#33 



T.IE TALE OF THE "IDOL'S EYE" IS ONE Of TUT MOST 
AsrotMONs stories EVE* told, in isos, AN ENGLISHMAN 

TRAVEL 'NO THROUGH INCH A CHANCED UPON A DESERTED 
TEMPLE AND ENTERED IT. WITHIN .HE FOUND A BLIND BEGGAR 
SITTING BEFORE A BEAUTIFUL IDOL WITH A HU6E RUBY 'IN 
ITS FOREHEAD. THE ENGLISHMAN'S GREEDY EYES WERE 
DAZZLED BY ITS BEAUTY AND HE IMMEDIATELY THOUGHT 
OF STEALING IT. . . 



M BLINO, STRANGER, BUT I KNOW V OUT OF 
WHAT THOUGHTS CROSS VOW* MIND. 1 [ OLD FOOL / I 

( YOU AGAINST STEALING THE ^ DON'T BE 
RU81-/ I ONCE TRIED AND MAS BLINDED 

life; i guard rr now from greedy 

HANDS AND PROTECT PEOPLE 




The tusTENiNG stones sriluance brew 

ME V UNTIL THE BLINDING LIGHT BECAME UN 
BEARABLE.. . BaPSj 



THE UNFORTUNATE PEOPLE HAD BEEN STRUCT ML/NO 

Br THE GEM. AS THE OLD BLIND MAN HAB FOREWARNED. 
THEYREMAINED * THEIR DARKNESS FOR SEVERAL 
YEARS UNTI L, ONE NfSHr, T HEY RECEIW O A STRAUSS 
VISITOR-, .f rvE fww \ 




CURSE OF THE 
RUBY HAD COME 
TRUE. WHEN THE 
RUBY WAS 
RETURNED TO ITS 
TEMPLE INHDIA, 
IT WAS NEVER 
SEEN AGAIN. THE 
ONLT REMAINING 
WITNESSES TO 
THIS STRANGE 
OCCUR ANCE WERE 
THE HUSBAND 
AND WIFE. THEIR 
TALE IS RECORDED 
IN THE FILES OF 
THE SUPERNATURAL 
AMD THEBAFFLtNG. 



JTHEEMDl 



THE SCARLET CURSE 



It ns our honeymoon. We had liken ■ train ta 
jo to a resort in Switzerland. My wife loved to ski. 
As the ky landscape flew past, 1 noticed that Bette 
wu becoming more and more drowsy. Her head 
bobbed, and she was strangely flushed. As I sat 
watching her, my mind ran back. My family was old 
Vermont stock. Hers . . . now that I know', . . is 
unbelievable. 

Now 1 am sitting in the .office of the Prefecture of 
Police in a small Switzerland town that I have never 
heard of. There is a very stout gentleman staring at 
roe across the small' cigarette-burned 'desk that serves 
as his office. My wife, Bette, lies dead in the next 
room. But / didn't kill her! 

The train! That's where it all started. That's where 
I met Her. Her! Is she a creature of this worU, or 
im I insane? She sits next to the policeman, still 
Teiled, but I can see the lurid scar on her face even 
through the veiling. The two of them are blaming 
me for Eette's death. 

Now I am beginning to remember! Bette was 
tired, and though she said not, 1 knew she was fev- 
erish. 1 thought a cold drink of seltzer water would 
make her feel better. I weaved my way through the 
train into the dining car. 

As I waited for my order I noticed a tall woman, 
heavily veiled, across the aisle from me. Even though 
I couldn't see them, I could feel her eyes burning. 
Finally she beckoned to me. I tried to ignore it, but 
the combination of the burning stare and the mys- 
tery of the whole episode overcame my better judg- 
ment. Picking up my drink, I went to her table. 

"Thank you, Mr. . . .?" 

"Graham . . . Robert Graham ..." I stammered, 
as I cook in the waft of perfume. 

"My name is Mona Cosci. It so happens that I am 
the mother of your wife!" 

I stared, unbelieving. My wife had no mother. She 
had told me so many times, and had mourned the 
fact. This" woman, vibrant and probably beautiful, 
exhuded an air of danger, though at that lime I 
didn't know it. Perhaps 1 did know it, but later, when 
it was too lite, and when the maddening whirl of 
circumstances had made me giddy, I couldn't re- 
member. 

The policeman has iinle gimlet eyes as I tell my 
story. His cigarette almost burns his fingers, but his 
eyes never leave my face. "Yes?" he was very patient 
. . . (oldiy patient. 



Once again my memory clicked. As I sat apposite 
this woman in the dining car, she had suddenly 
thrown back her veil. I sat stunned. Her beauty was 
phcnominal — vivid red. lips and passionate dark eyes. 
My Bette was dark also. But across the woman's fore- 
head was an ugly, livid red mark ... it was in the 
form of wings flaring across her brow. Ugly claws 
extended down almost to the tip of her nose! 

"Yes, I am your Bette's mother! Have you ever 
seen this mark on her? This is a curse ... a family 
curse, running through the female side of the family. 
Overnight my face became scarred, like this! If you 
have a daughter, this will happen to her, as it will 
also to Bette, and to me." 

She stopped talking for a moment, puffing rapidly 
on her cigarette. By this time 1 was becoming im- 
patient. The woman was obviously neurotic, and I 
wanted to get back to Bette. 1 remembered suddenly 
the strange way she had acted. Something was wrong. 
My heart started to pound. I rose swiftly, knocking 
over my glass of wine. 

"I'm sorry, Miss . . . ec . , . Mrs. Corsci. I've got 
to get back now . . . Really I do: My wife is ill . . ." 

Her hand came down on my arm. It Was a firm 
grip, and I realized that what she was going to say 
was what she meant . . . Her voice almost hissed in 
my ear. It had the venom and the wiliness of a set- 
pent. For one wild moment I thought of Eve, and 
all the evil that had happened in the world. Yet . . . 
what if she were Bette's mother? 

Suddenly, her hand went into her purse.' It was 
one of those huge carpet -bag -like pocket-bodes that 
could carry anything. When her hand came out it 
held a wallet, but I still had had a chance to see the 
gleam of a revolver. Her fingers shook as she flipped 
the cellophane covers in the wallet, and finally held 
out a picture to show me. It was a picture. of a baby, 
and that baby was Bette! Her own mother couldn't 
have denied it . . . her own mother! 1 stated' at the 
woman. Then I knew . . . the woman wasn't lying 
. . . she was Bette's mother! 

Numbly, I led her back through the train. 1 en- 
tered the compartment quietly, Bette lay where I had 
left her . . . in the unmade bed. She was markedly 
flushed, her breathing rapid. 

The woman fell, sobbing on her knees, her arms 
around my wife. "My baby ... my iittle girl. Even 
though my husband took you away from me years 
ago, I recognized you as soon as you entered the 
train . . . Bette, speak to me . . . please!" 



Bette slept on. The woman rose to her feet, her 
hands moving anxiously. She had thrown back her 
veil, and the birthmark was more vivid. 

"This b my daughter. Within an hour III reach 
my home town. I'll wire ahead and have an ambu- 
lance meet us. Then we'll all go "to my home and 
my daughter and your wife can,have the rest and care 
she needs." 

I wasn't even listening. I had Bette's pulse be- 
tween my ringers. It was very weak. Panic struck me. 
Suppose . . . suppose . . . This woman was her 
mother? She could get an ambulance ... it might 
be a good idea . . . 

Well, it hadn't been a goad idea. Now I'm in a 
Stuffy little office, the policeman is going through a 
sheaf of papers ... my dossier, I suppose, with ail 
'the damaging evidence stacked against me! There 
was a woman beside him. Although he didn't know 
it, horrible livid wings flared across her forehead, and 
Banged down over her nose almost into her nostrils! 

The policeman began to tap on the papers. He was 
impatient. His little eyes watched me every minute. 
My hands shook as I took out a cigarette from the 
damaged pack I had in my pocket. "Go ahead." his 
voice was peremptory. 

"Mr. Graham, you are charged with the murder of 
your wife. So far you've told me nothing. Your wife 
lies dead in the next room. Why did you kill her?" 

"But I didn't! I didn't 1 . . . that woman , . ." My 
voice was suddenly bellowing through the room. 

"Please, Mr. Graham ... you did. We found her 
body in your compartment in the train . , . Mrs. 
Corsci identifies you as the man who married her 
daughter!" 

Once again he started to turn trre pages under his 
fingers. Always the pages . . 

The woman spoke crisply through her veil. "This 
man killed my daughter!" 

Suddenly the perspiration came out on my fore- 
head. It trickled down my nose, but I was too proud 
to wipe it away. I was beginning to doubt my own 
sanity. 

Maybe I bed killed Bette. Sometime long ago , . . 
I held up my hands. Had these shaking hands taken 
Bette's life? The woman across from me was enig- 
matic, but I could feel the hatred in her look. 

I started to fumble for words. "We ... we gof off 
the train at the station she had designated as her own 
town. I carried Bette, but I guess she was already . . . 
dead! She felt stiff and cold, but I attributed that to 
the fact she was ill and sound asleep. Then you .came 
up, Gendarme ... I remember that I was cold, and 
that I was afraid that Bette would get a cold . . . But 
[ never had a chance . . . you took her from roe . . ." 

Hie woman in blade got up. "If you'll excuse me, 



Gendarme. I'll say goodbye to my daughter." 

'No, you may not, Madame" the words we« 

rapped out. 

She seemed to stagger a little. Suddenly the veil 

was thrown back. I stared at her. There was no sign 

of a. birthmark. Her face was as pure and beautiful 

as God had made ft! 

He tapped the papers again. "Madame, it is tiro* 
wc had the truth." 

"There is no truth if you let murderer's kill mj 
daughter!" Her voice quavered a little, but the po- 
liceman paid no attention. 

"You see these papers, Madame?" Once again h« 
tapped them urgently. "This is not Mr. Graham's 
dossier. It is yours! This is the fifth time you have 
tried to place the blame on someone else for your 
birthmark . . ." 

He stopped speaking suddenly. His eyes almost 
bulged out his head. The woman smiled back at him. 
She was beautiful, and unsullied by any birthmark. 
There was no, livid red mark across her forehead, 
and no ugly claws crawiing down her nose! 

' Suddenly the desk scraped across the floor. The 
policeman raced into the room where Bette was ly- 
ing, but I didn't move. Suddenly I kntw! I jumped 
to my feet and ran after the policeman. There was 
my Bette . . , across her dead forehead were the 
marks of wings, and down her nose were the daws 
of an eagle! 

My mind became a turmoil. My hands . . , they 
were long and very tenuous. Her throat was white 
and slim . . . The woman sat beside the desk. She 
was waiting for the policeman ... . 

' I think I know the story," he said. "You're i 
witch! You transferred your birthmark ... his wife 
looked liked the daughter you lost ... the birthmark 
is a family heritage ... the only way you can get rid 
of it is to kill a likeness of you, or someone in your 
family, or even someone you may meet!" 

Suddenly my hands began to itch I leapt. That 
white throat . . . but the policeman was there before 
roe. In his-hand was the gleam of a revolver ... 1 
struggled with him . . . and then there came the 
blast. The revolver ... it had gone off, and the wo- 
man in black was lying on the Door. 

We removed her hat. Both our hands were shak- 
ing. On her forehead were the signs of the wings 
and the daws. 

The policeman removed his hat. "This is an act 
of God. Would you please. Monsieur, go look at your 
wife ?" 

I stumbled into the other room. My Bette wa* 
dead ... but her face was as dear as when I had tint 
met her! 



BUT I WOULD WOT LISTEN. I WANTED THE 
POWER THE GOLD COULD GIVE (HE THAT I 
WHY I WAS WILLING TO KILL TO GET IT IN 
THE FIRST PLACE. NOW I KNOW I WAS 
WRONG--- AND I DREAD TO FACE THE 
PUNISHMENT AWAITiNS ME 





T> E GOLO IS ACCURSED/ IF YOU KEEP IT 
DEAD WILL HAUNT YOU, SON/ RETURN IT 

THE ISLAND OF THE DEAD. YOU WILL FIN! 

MAP IN THE BOX WITH THE BOLD, TAKE T 

80 J) BACK, SO THAT I I 

REST IN PEACE AND SO ^M l PROMISE 1 

THAT YOU WILL NOT 

SUFFER FOR MY SINS/ 

PROMISE—PROMISE/ 




AFTER OLD RALPH SANDOR 
DIED, HIS SON, RALPH JUNIOR, 

FACED THE SCORNFUL OUES- 
TIONINS OF HIS PRETTY AND 

AMBITIOUS WIFE, PHYLLIS. .. 



YOUR FATHER MUST HAVE BEEN 
OUT OF HIS HEAD BEFORE HE 
DIED, RALPH/ WHAT WAS ALU 
THAT STUFF HE WAS RAVING 
ABOUT 



I NEVER KNEW WHERE OUR 
MONET CAME FROM UNTIL A 
FEW DAYS BEFORE FATHER 

DIED, PHYLLIS. THEN HE TOLO I 
ME ABOUT THIS BOX OF GOLD J 
HE'D KEPT LOCKED" II 
CHEST IN THE LIBRARY. 



'ACCOROm TO FATHER'S STORY t 
HE AND THREE TQVNS FRIENDS 
FOUND AN OLD PIRATE'S HAf> 
INDICATING BURIED SOLD. THEY 
FOUND THE ISLAND.AND FOUND 
THE SOLD,.* J 





if you do not return the gold 
;they wu. haunt and torture 
i you' and if you retuhn it, they 
| will never let you leave the 
10. only the dead can 
you from the dead— and 
ce thef hold my soul i 



[ITS BETTER TO CHANCE ESCAPING THE 
r iSLAND AFTER I LEAVE THE GOLD 
THAN TO GO THROUGH THE YEARS 
BEING HAUNTED BY THOSE 




An Amazing Invention— "Magic Art Reproducer" 



NO LESSONS! 
NO TALENT! 



DRAW The First Day 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE - 
Like An Artist... Even if You CAN'T DRAW A Straight Line! 

Anyone tan Draw With This 
Amazing New Invention — 
Instantly I 




Alt* C»py An- PM» — Con *»•<,<* or Enlwi* Any Htfmt 
Ye». anyone from 5 to 8U can draw or sketch or paint any- 
thing now ...Ike i cry first time you use the "Magle-Jrrt 

Hi innlllt IT" Mr ■ Jircili -.Mi iii.i [ artist — Tli> Ill.il1l.-I lw)W 

'"lioprlrvT yam think you art-! Ir automatically reprodi 
aTiitliim; mi m.uii (,i (imw on uny slieet or pupri. Tir-ii 
easily and [jitkkly follow tlie lines of tin- "picture image" 
with your pencil ... and you kin- an atturatr original 
dr.i»uii» tlut anyonr would think .in nrtiit had done. Alio 
nukes drawing larger or Miiallcr iu you wish. Anyone CM 
ihf It on any desk, table, IfKird. etc. — indoors or outdoors! 
No other lemons or practice or talent needed! 

rl Everyonr will ask you to draw them. 
You'll be in demand? After a short time,' you may find you 
can draw well without the "Magic Art Reproducer - be- 
cause you haie developed a "knack" and feeling artists 
have — which may lead to a good paying art career. 

SEND NO MONEY! 
Free 10-Day Trial! 

I u.i »ns »•■ on a Oder* is 
Par paitman on dvliwy 11.91 
pint poiicg. O' land only 

11.91 wH o.d„ and «• per 



FREE! J 






NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept. 7112 
Mi Iroodway, N.w York 7, M. T. 



FREE 10-DAY TRIAL COUPON! 



trrhaiulii* nrurr 1»«1aj IriiU 



City A Zone Sute. . 



BLACKHEADS 
"PETJATE" 

Say Men, Girls 
in Choosing Date 




NO CO.D. OUTSIDE OF U.S.A. 



